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	1. Chapter 1

_ Blood- _She knew the sound, the smell, the taste, and she knew it well. She could hear it coursing through the veins of those around her and pooling on the ground, could feel it flowing, ebbing and waning. She could taste it in her mind and bear witness to it in her soul.

It was something like an obsession to her.

That said, how she came to work with chrome and steel rather than flesh and bone seemed to be a peculiar choice, even for her.

Chess bit down on her lip as she worked intently on the metallic limb before her, tools clanking gently against the different springs and coils as she assessed the damage. She clicked her tongue and sat back in her chair as she shot a glare at the owner of the member.

"How many times have I told you to stop submerging it?" She hissed.

Oswyn shrugged his shoulders back as he stared down at his rust encrusted leg. It wasn't that Chess wasn't sympathetic to his cause- he was a crabber by trade, getting a little wet was part of the job. Besides, it wasn't that he could earn a living doing much else. At his age he wouldn't last a day in the mines, and he hadn't the education let alone the steady hands to tinker with the rest of them.

Chess adjusted her gloves as she crossed her legs, "You're lucky I even agree to fix it for you anymore." She'd admit that she'd always had a bit of a soft spot for the old man. He was one of the few in Rust that treated her with any sort of kindness, however vague it was.

Oswyn gave her an entitled look and scoffed, "Without me your only business would be with those palookas up the Mound." His voice was old and withered like his bones, his blood tainted by all the tobacco he smoked and all the whisky he drank. The man had a year or two left at most. Perhaps, Chess thought, that was why she bent over backwards for him.

Chess rolled her eyes, "At least those palookas pay me." She swiveled in her seat and craned her neck to look over the various cogs and brackets lined up on her workbench. It wasn't as if she enjoyed working for the marines any more than Oswyn enjoyed drowning in repair debt, but the pay was decent and they were the only people other than the old man that wanted to come within fifteen feet of her.

"Gah, just put it on my tab." The old man croaked. Chess laughed through her nose as she continued picking over her available parts. What she really needed was some more raw materials from the mines, this old junk would never cut it. The marines always had her use chrome so their pieces wouldn't rust, so she'd made due recycling old parts from the pre-chrome days to fix up the old crabber's leg. She was just about out of anything that would match Oswyn's make and model.

Oswyn's pulse rose up in her ears- he'd noticed her dilemma. "…I could work double time and pay up at the end of the month."

Chess shook her head and raked a hand through her silver strands in frustration, "It's not about the money, Oz, I'm running out of parts to fix you up. All I got left is some old cogs and a few half-baked pistons, neither of which would do you any good." Her cogs were _ancient, _on top of them not ever being used anymore she'd probably had those for a decade or two, they were hardly anything she'd let a customer walk out with- the pistons wouldn't get her anywhere either, as they were only ever used in the combat models that the marines had her making.

"I can make a trip down to the scrap shop later and see if there's anything that'll fit but I can't make any promises." Oswyn's model was practically prehistoric, she didn't want to say it to the old man's face but there was about a good a chance of her finding parts for him as her left tit being named the Pirate King.

"What do we do in the mean time?" His voice was small. The man may have never gone to school and couldn't recite the alphabet for dog crap but he could still read between the lines.

Chess sighed, "I'm gonna have 't take the leg. Walking around with that thing all eaten up is a nasty case of rust vein just waiting to happen." As an island that specialized in the creation of cybernetic technology and the production of raw metals, in Steamworks, cybernetic infections were common as a mere cold, but just as lethal as a knife.

Oswyn shifted and sat up from the chrome surgical table, "But you could fix that, right." Her heart skipped a beat. There's no way she'd go there, not again.

Chess forced a laugh and stood from her chair, suddenly feeling lightheaded and clammy- Oswyn needed to leave, _now. _"There are a lot of things I can do with blood, old man, but getting rust out of it isn't one of them." Her hands moved to the leather belt that held the rust infected limb to the man. She unfastened it with ease and disconnected the leg.

It was one of the first models that she'd ever designed. It wasn't fancy like her newer ones; nothing that you could cover up with cybernetic skin or connect to the nerves to enhance movement- even with it, Oswyn walked with a terrible limp. It was a glorified prosthetic, but even so, knowing that the old thing was just about scrap metal was still disheartening.

Chess procured a pair of wooden crutches from the space under the table and helped Oswyn to his feet. The old man huffed and pushed her away, "-I managed a gimp long before that fancy leg, I can get up by myself."

Chess recoiled and stuffed her hands in her pockets as she stepped back to give the man some room. It was for the best anyways- she really wasn't fit for hanging around normal people for too long, lest her bloodlust get the better of her.

Oswyn hobbled out the door, tossing a goodbye over his shoulder. As soon as the sound of his beating pulse faded from her ears she let out a heavy breath and clutched the side of her head.

She needed a drink, and liquor wasn't gonna cut it.

{Kid's POV}

Kid scowled as he gripped at the stump where his left arm used to be. Just thinking about how it was gone was enough to royally piss him off.

He'd ditched his crew the second that they'd landed on Steamworks, too in a huff to want to deal with them. Killer was giving him space- there were times when Kid didn't even want to be near his first mate and this was one of them.

Luckily the meathead had taken the hint.

Steamworks was a small, dingy, island that smelled unbearably of acid rain, rust, and coal dust. It was hot and unbelievably humid, and covered in a thick layer of smog that made it impossible to tell the difference between high noon and midnight. To put it in perspective, the place was a trash heap, and absolute dump.

And as if it couldn't get any worse, it was crawling with marines- the filthy parasites.

It was hard to believe that is was on this crummy little island that cybernetics were invented. Kid's nose crinkled as he got a particularly strong whiff of oil and wet steel. The people walking the streets alongside him seemed to hardly notice it.

The poor bastards had probably gotten used to it decades ago.

The pirate captain scowled as he eyed the shops that lined the streets. Every third or fourth shop was something dealing with cybernetics, how in the hell was he to know which to go to? A growl threatened to tear up his throat as he sulked. This was going to be impossible.

Normally, he'd make something like this himself- he'd been tinkering since he was old enough to hold a wrench, but with one arm, even with his devil's fruit power, the best he'd get would be satisfactory. As the future Pirate King, he wouldn't accept anything less than the best.

"-Doncha walk away frehm me when I'm talkin, yeh red eyed bitch!"

Kid was considering just barging into the shops one by one until a commotion down the street caught his eye. A large man, presumably drunk, had begun shouting at a woman outside of one of the many cybernetics shops that lines the street.

The people on the street had all frozen, staring at the pair with looks that Kid could only describe as pure unadulterated terror. The woman turned on her heels, face impassive as she sauntered up to the drunk, "Unless you got any parts that need replacing we've nothing to talk about- or did you leave your balls at the bar?" Her voice was low and sultry, tinted with an accent that Kid couldn't recognize, as she stared down the man who was easily twice her size.

The drunk's face contorted in rage, "You just think yer such hot shit, don't you Scarlet? Thinkin' you can get away with whatever because deh marines got'cher back- you're a fuckin' lap dog, Scarlet! You'd be nothing without that devil's frui-" Before the man could even finish the woman's hand flew up towards him. The air around it crackled and sparked wildly as bolts of electricity shot around between the tips of her fingers, tearing the leather glove she wore to shreds as she gripped his face and squeezed.

_ "Aaarghaiiihhh!"_

The pungent, copper-tinted scent of blood filled the air as the man's face was crushed in her hand, the skin over it ripping up and flaying to reveal an impressive array of chrome parts and flashing lights. The woman released her grip as the screaming stopped, letting the man's body crumple to the ground.

Metallic fingers glistening with crimson, the woman brought her hand up and sampled the blood with her tongue. She stared down at the man's corpse with dead eyes and let out a dry laugh, "Funny, I didn't need a devil's fruit to do that." Her tongue skimmed over her upper lip as her eyes snapped up to the crowd that had watched the display, "Anybody else got a complaint they wanna voice?"

The bystanders wrenched their eyes away and went back to their business, movements stiff and forced as they pretended to ignore what had happened. The woman clicked her tongue and prodded the dead man's crushed jaw with the toe of her boot, seemingly contemplating something. She sighed and shook her head before her eyes flickered down to her hand in all its chrome glory, she flexed her fingers before muttering something under her breath and turning on her heels.

_ That- _Kid's gaze flickered from the woman's hand to the dead man's crushed face. _He needed something like that. _

Kid lumbered through the crowd after the silver haired woman who'd promptly disappeared into the shop behind her. The sign over the door read closed, but that didn't stop him from tearing it open and letting himself in. Once his eyes adjusted to the absence of light, he couldn't help but gawk at his surroundings.

Impressive looking chrome limbs of all shapes and sizes filled the isles, some looked light and slim, while others looked like cannons with fingers and an elbow joint. However impressive they looked, they were all covered in a heavy layer of dust, and looked like they hadn't been touched since they'd been put out on display.

Kid wandered up the main isle towards the counter, wondering where the woman could have disappeared to so quickly. A drill sounded from a room in the back, without hesitation, Kid hopped the counter and trailed after the noise, turning down a back hallway and into a room that looked like a mix of a workshop and a surgery room.

In the middle of it stood the woman, her metallic hand resting on the table before her as she screwed a cylindrical plug into her wrist.

The woman didn't look up or even blink as she spoke, "Can't you read, we're closed."

Kid leaned back against the doorframe, "How long until you open?"

"Forever." The woman snapped as she flexed her fingers, tiny sparks crackling up from her fingertips. Seemingly satisfied, she moved over to a large cylindrical machine to her right and stuck her hand into it before punching in a few buttons.

"Must be a pretty shit model if it breaks after one use." Kid remarked.

The woman scowled, still refusing to look at him, "The guy had a metal implant holding his jaw in place, it ripped through the prosthetic skin when I crushed it, then reacted to the chrome and amplified the magnitude of the shock, burning away the rest of the prosthetic and overloading the fuse." The machine beeped and whirred as the pieces spun around her hand, coating it in a strange, rubbery looking substance.

Kid shifted against the doorframe, bringing his hand up to grip at his stump, "How much would something like that cost me?" The machine's parts settled down and closed up over the woman's hand and buzzed for a few moments before opening up. The woman recalled her hand and looked it over- If he didn't know better kid would have thought it was real, as not a single trace of its machinery could be seen through the new layer of prosthetic skin.

The woman snorted, "I don't service pirates." Kid remembered the drunkard from before saying something about the marines 'having her back,' about her being a 'lap dog.'

Kid pushed back off the doorframe and sauntered towards the woman. Her gaze finally latched onto him, her blood red eyes digging into his pupils and making his skull throb. Kid raised his hand, pulling the tools around the woman into the air and aiming the pointy ends at her head, "There's a first time for everything."

She smirked, eyes flickering with something dangerous. It hit him all at once like a wave of salt water, his muscles tensed and clenched, the tools hovering in the air around the woman clattering to the ground.

_ He couldn't move._

The woman rolled her eyes, "And people wonder why I don't work with pirates."

Kid saw red as his temper flared. But he couldn't kill her, he couldn't even touch her- what's more, he _needed _her. She couldn't build an arm for him if she was dead. He supposed he could find someone else, but he was officially intrigued. He wanted to know what kind of raging bitch had the audacity to mock _Eustass "Captain" Kid, _let alone what kind did it all with a smile.

Besides, he was too prideful to throw in the towel so quickly.

"One million beri." He spoke through gritted teeth.

The pressure closing over his muscles tightened. The woman scoffed, "Fuckin' chump change – fifty million."

Bullshit. Kid's first bounty was less than that. "Five million."

The tension grew stronger, "Sixty million."

"Twenty million."

A scoff, "Eighty million."

_ -THIS little CUNT-_

"Thirty million, final offer." Kid growled through clenched teeth.

The strain on his body doubled, "One hundred and ten million." She practically sang, and at this rate Kid's muscles felt like they were about to explode.

"_Fuck_- deal."

{Author Notes}
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	2. Chapter 2

Chess sighed through her nose as she fiddled with the steel pieces on her workbench, all too keenly aware of the pirate eyeing her from his place atop her table on the other side of the room. She'd said yes but her blood was boiling. Nobody fucked with her- _nobody._

And if they did they ended up like crater face out front.

But this guy was money, she could feel it. She wasn't stupid, she'd been in the marine station enough to have seen the wanted posters a million times. _Eustass "Captain" Kid, _worth a whopping 470,000,000 beri. Do the math and that's 100,000,000 beri per limb plus 70,000,000 for the torso and the head. She wasn't greedy but it wasn't like the money had been earned fairly to begin with.

It was all blood money, every last beri.

"How long is this gonna take?" The supernova's gruff voice sounded from behind her and she scolded herself for not feeling him approach her.

Chess sneered, "You're not walking out with it today, that's for sure. One week at best, worst case scenario it'll be a month."

Kid's fist slammed down on the table before her, splintering the wood around it. Chess scowled, _somebody has anger issues._ He leaned in close and snarled in her ear, "Tomorrow night or I paint the town with your entrails."

Chess snorted, he wouldn't be the first to try, "Why the rush, lipstick- I ain't going anywhere."

Before Kid could retort a voice called out from the shop, "You in here, blood-bug?"

_-Shit, there was only one person who called her that._

Chess shot up from her chair and snapped her head towards Kid, who peeked curiously in the direction of the shop. Shade could _not _find a pirate in here, let alone _Eustass-Motherfucking-Kid_. "You need to hide-!" Chess hissed in a low whisper before shoving her palms into the man's chest and pushing him towards the back of her workshop where she kept all her scrap metal. He was big but he could probably squeeze behind something.

As she steered Kid towards the back the craned her neck and called over her shoulder, "Yeah, I'm in my workshop!" The pirate captain didn't seem happy but complied. Something told her that the only reason he did was because he was one arm short and didn't want to start anything before his log pose set.

Shade's heavy boots thudded down the hallway as she successfully stuffed Kid behind a large sheet of corrugated steel leftover from patching up the roof. Shade trotted into the room, uniform crisp and white.

She'd never get over how out of place he looked wearing the ridiculous thing. With tanned skin and a head of unruly black hair, he was the last kind of guy that you'd expect sporting the marine's crest over his heart. A name as sketchy as _Shade _didn't exactly help.

The man's lips twitched into a grin as his eyes latched onto her, deep dimples pulling inwards. She would never understand what the doofus saw in her. It was hard enough for her to be remotely okay with what she was, so for somebody else to accept her so completely was disturbing to say the least.

Shade raked his hair back out of his eyes, presumably trying to look attractive, as he plopped himself down in her chair and gave it a spin, "The higher-ups are _really _pissed at you." You'd think his voice would sound stern considering the circumstances, but it came out as a boyish giggle as he twirled in the chair.

Chess shrugged her shoulders back and sauntered over to him, outstretching a hand to grip the back of the chair and cease his spinning. "Payne was a pig anyways, if anything I did them a favor." The man was a Grade-A piece of shit and everybody knew it. All he did was drink all day then go home to take out his anger on his wife and kid.

Besides, she hadn't meant to kill him, just bust up his jaw and give him a little zap to shut him up. How the hell would she have known about the implant?

_Because you should have been able to feel it._

Shade's eyes grazed over the splintered wood at her workstation, "Wow, bug, it's not like you to lose your temper while you're working." He skimmed his fingers over the splintered wood before drawing his brows together. Clenching his hand into a fist he set it down over the imprint.

Chess inwardly winced as he found the imprint to be bigger than his own hand. Shade looked up at her, green eyes inquisitive. She knew what he was thinking, but it wasn't like that.

"I had a guy from a cargo ship in here earlier- fucker had a real temper on him, got pissed when I told him the wait time." She didn't need to explain herself to him… except she kind of did. Shade had been assigned to keep an eye on her and make sure she didn't do anything stupid.

He had never been very good at it, considering he wasn't around half the time and when he was he was too busy making goo-goo eyes at her to actually keep her out of trouble.

She shrugged her shoulders back and chuckled, "Needless to say he was asked to bring his business elsewhere." _Elsewhere being about ten feet away behind a sheet of corrugated steel._

Shade's usual grin spread back over his face, "That's my girl." He scratched at the tip of his nose and flicked his eyes over her before his gaze fell shamefully to the ground, "Seriously though, you gotta keep that in check. I know Payne was looking for trouble but every time you step out of line the higher ups get pissed at me too. It's getting harder and harder for them to overlook your body count. They wanted to lock you up and have you keep working in the jail- I got them to give you one more chance but after this I can't promise anything."

Like hell she'd let them cage her like a dog. She'd been there before, and she did _not _intend on going back.

Chess rubbed at her face and nodded with a sigh, "I didn't mean to kill him."

Shade shot up from her chair and stared at her, eyes swimming with something she could only describe as a twisted mix of rage and sympathy, "-Well it's not as if you're over here showing any remorse or anything!"

Chess locked her jaw, "What do you want, a fucking eulogy about how good a man he was- about how he was too young to die and how he deserved so much better?! Payne was a piece of shit, so you'll have to forgive me if I'm not over here slitting my wrists about it!"

_Please, just drop it._

"No, but you need to let yourself feel _something _Chess… you need to show people that you aren't heartless…" She ground her teeth as he placed his hand over her chest, his voice low, "…If they knew you like I did they'd understand."

She wanted laugh in his face- because _Lumois Shade _did _not_ know her. He didn't know how she enjoyed it, he didn't know how much she missed the taste, how she lived to bear witness to the misery of others.

It was time he was reminded of this fact.

With a smooth breath she flicked his hand away from her and stared into his eyes. She imagined what color his blood was – because as subtle as it is, _everybody's _looks different – she imagined how pretty it would look in a puddle on the floor, _"Get out." _

His eyes widened, as if he'd been expecting anything other than a firm '_fuck off.'_

She pushed at his pulse, forcing him back towards the door, "Get ahold of yourself. Open your eyes, smell the roses and all that. So long as you treat me as anything other than the monster you know deep down I am, you will _never _know me. This _crush _you _think _you have on me is pathetic_. You're_ pathetic." She urged him back, tightening her power over his veins and ripping at his muscles. Any more pressure than this and he _would _bleed.

Shade pursed his lips and closed his eyes in acknowledgement. Chess released her grip and let out a smooth sigh as she watched him dart out of the room. She didn't know where he planned to go and, frankly, she didn't care.

He just needed to go.

{Kid's POV}

"That was fucking _brutal._" Kid chuckled as he emerged from what he refused to call his hiding spot. He didn't hide, he simply made his presence unknown.

The woman – Chess, if he'd heard the marine correctly – let out a breath and sat back in her chair. "That was the point." She swung the chair back around to face her workbench and continued to tinker with the parts as if nothing had happened.

Kid couldn't help the shit eating grin that came over his face as he sauntered back over to her work station. _Oh he liked this one. _Alas, business before pleasure. He wiped away his smile and leaned against the wall, "One day." He urged, voice commanding.

Her head snapped up to him, "_One week_."

So they were gonna play this game again, were they? Kid snorted, eager to win back his lost pride, "Two days."

"Two weeks."

"Three days."

"Three weeks."

"Join my crew."

"One mon- wait, _what?!" _

{Author's Notes}
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End file.
